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through the waves of the storm, carrying forward the thrill
and strain of the ship's timbers.

But what would be the end? Octavianus asked the
question of his heart. What was his own place in this
struggle? Was he an ambitious imposter, a mere appendage
to the name of Caesar?

Then he calmed.   Caesar had chosen him.   He, Octavianus,
was no coward;   when he had once decided, nothing could
shift him.    Enlightenment broke on him, gripping his body
as a lover's hand encircling a girl's wrist.    His pulse beat
wildly;   he felt himself merging impalpably in light.    He
thought for a moment it was death;   but he did not die.
Loyalty was the need, the urge that he had recognised in
Antonius.    The world wanted a shrine, a shrine filled with
a human figure that it could know and revere and acknow-
ledge.   Antonius was the incarnate spirit of the rd/olt;   but
once the crisis passed, he would be as empty of purpose as
the victorious legions.    No, the future was with Octavianus.
He had it in him to give the world what it needed^to draw
the baby of life out of the grievous, lengthening birth^pangs
of these years.    The fanaticism of Caesar-worship musf be
returned to the sanctities of home; and out of those sanctities
must come the service that would transform the Empire,
There must be continuity, faith, justice:   a man giving his
best and sustaining the world.   Peace,    The world needed
peace, and food. '

Not in vain had the men murdered Caesar. Rightly had
he died. He had had too much to give, and his pity had
become arrogance. Octavianus pitied the world and felt
that he could have patience. He would earn his inheritance.
He was the Son of Caesar.

He called, and an attendant entered. "Who was that
woman?" He signed fiercely as the man began to speak.
"No, I don't want her name. Write out a pass of freedom
in my name for her husband, and send it to her."

He put his signature to the paper without looking at the *
husband's name. It would haunt him.

He lay back again, and the trembling-fit returned. He
knew he would vomit* He called in a low voice to the slave.
"Octavia."